"I'm telling you I'm not sick"

Penny rolled her eyes, continuing to drive despite Eric's protests. "Look, I felt your forehead this morning and you were burning up. And, you said you had a headache last night, remember?"

"Yeah, but nothing unusual" Eric countered. He looked huffily out the window, resigned to their destination of the doctor's office but determined to complain every step of the way. "Besides, I feel fine NOW."

Pulling up to a red light, Penny had the opportunity to fix him with a stare. "You're going, alright? There's something going around, and this place is doing shots or something against it. Apparently this illness knocks people right out, and I don't want you coming down with anything like that. If you do, then you're sleeping on the couch until you recover."

Eric visibly shrank. "Fine" he mumbled. "Let's go see this doctor then."

"Damn right."


Penny dropped him off out front, saying she had errands she needed to run, and that she was sure he could manage by himself. Eric actually did consider just bolting as soon as she drove away - he never did much like visits to the doctor - but figured given she'd gone through all the trouble of organising it and dragging him here the least he could do was go through with it.

Stepping inside, the reception area was surprisingly small, seeming like it was only built to accommodate a few people at a time. He'd thought somewhere specialising in shots against some trendy new disease would be busier, but it was just him and the... receptionist?

There was certainly someone standing behind the counter, in the little office/booth that seperated 'staff' from 'the public' and - they must have been some sort of medical professional, if for no other reason than the sheer amount of red crosses they were wearing. They were wearing a figure-hugging white smock with an embossed red cross in the centre, while she - and it certainly was a she, if the way the top of that smock bulged outwards was any indication - was also wearing long, elegant white gloves, each with their own red cross printed on the back. Her face was covered by a thick cloth face mask, again with its own large red cross in the centre, while her whole outfit was topped with a petite peaked cap, like that of an old fashioned, WWII nurse. That, of course, also featured a red cross. But in between all these bits of costume there were disconcerting hints of... unusualness. For a start, her shoulders were exposed between her sleaveless smock and the start of her long gloves, and her skin there seemed oddly coloured, almost a tawny yellow, as though she'd somehow gotten a perfectly incorrect fake tan. Likewise, even though her face was covered by the mask, it seemed to be a lot... further out than normal, like her mouth was somehow pressed out several inches from the rest of her face. And, no less noticeably, on closer inspection her little hat thing seemed to have cat ears attached, leaving them poking out from the top of her short brown hair. Well. At least THEY didn't have red crosses on them.

She coughed, and Eric jumped noticeably as realised he was staring. Casually she raised a hand and pointed to a sign on the side of her little window, which read simply:

YES, WE KNOW. IT'S FINE

Eric quite honestly did not know how to react. There was too much going on for him to be able to really process, but somehow her way of just pretending everything was normal made it seem like the easiest solution was to do the same. Anything else felt somehow impolite. "Uh, my, uh, girlfriend made an appointment for me? Eric Rutherford?"

The nurse nodded. "Right this way" she said, in a voice that - honest to god - sounded like a purr. It was like they weren't even trying anymore, thought Eric ruefully. But what could he do, run out of his appointment just because the receptionist was in some sort of costume? That would REALLY be impolite. Hell, he realised, he actually couldn't bring himself to let on that he was weirded out because he didn't want to offend her. How stupid was that? Even so, he still went to follow along regardless. Besides, maybe there was some reasonable explanation. Maybe she was going to be starring in Cats right after her shift or something.

She stepped out of her area to lead him down the corridor towards the doctor's office, and when she did so he caught sight of her lower half, previously hidden behind the counter, and then abruptly jerked his gaze back up to the back of her head. She was... she was wearing no pants. She was wearing ZERO pants. Her smock extended down far enough to cover most of her waist, and she was wearing leggings below that, but between them there was a gap of considerable space and her, like, thighhhhhs. She knew, right? She had to know. Had someone stolen her pants? Had they fallen off? Should... should he say something? "Excuse me madam, but you are wearing ZERO pants NOT THAT I WAS LOOKING AHAHAHA"

The door clicked shut. Eric realised suddenly that he had reached the doctor's office, and the nurse had shut the door behind him. She was on the other side of it too, which when he realised it let him breathe a sigh of relief. That... that was genuinely intense. A doctor's examination would actually be relaxing after that. Huh - maybe that's why that all was? That did make a lot of sense.

Again, Eric's internal monologue was interrupted by a cough. Looking up he finally took in the rest of the room; a moderately-sized, tastefully decorated office, with elegant Japanese artwork on the wall and a large, practical looking desk taking up the far end. And behind that desk was a dragon.

There really was no way around it - and he certainly tried - but what was sitting behind that desk was inarguably a big, bipedal dragon... woman... thing. She was wearing some sort of tight leather or latex-like outfit that covered most of her body, but the parts that that didn't cover mostly had a bright red colouration, except for her front which seemed to be simply white. She had long pointed horns curving backwards over her smooth scalp like some sort of draconic hairdo, while her ears were great sail-like fins that stood out diagonally from her head. Her beak-like muzzle portrayed an expression of quiet intrigue, a slight sort of sly smile to go with her arched eyebrow. "Welcome" she said simply, her sonorous voice making that sound almost like a command by itself.

She stood - Eric could see now why the desk was so large, she herself was massive; not fat or bizarrely muscled, but proportionately huge - when she stood she reached 8 feet easily and certainly filled out her curves all the way down. Her breasts alone were practically the size of his head. Should he notice that? She'd clearly caught him staring and her grin had widened. Was that... was that a good thing?

Wordlessly she sat down on the couch next to him, her face level with his even while sitting due to her height. Finally she spoke properly, saying "now, let's see about that examination, shall we?"

He sat. It just happened; one moment he was standing and the next he was sitting heavily on the couch with her on one side and her thick, lizard-like tail on the other. Even his stuttering internal monologue skipped a beat as it raced to keep up.

Before he could however, she spoke again. "Close, but not close enough for a real examination, I think. Let the doctor have a look at you."

With that he felt her two great hands seize him by the waist and lift him bodily up onto her lap, leaving him perched on her legs as she regarded him with an expression of quiet amusement. "Much better" she said, the rumbling of her voice now feeling like it was reverberating through him directly. "Now, let's start the examination."

Eric said nothing - what was there to say? - as she began to look him over intently. She examined his clothes with polite interest, noting his simple combination of blue jeans and a black T-shirt, even subjecting his glasses to a brief but intense scrutiny. She twisted him around to see his short, shaggy brown hair, lifted his arm with one finger to examine this pale white skin, then finished by staring him full in the face to catalogue his cute, button features. Finally she sat back, holding him again halfway at arms length while she pronounced judgement. "Well, it's official I'm afraid. You're coming down with something. Fortunately, I know just the thing."

She shifted her grip, holding him simply with one hand while her other moved up to rest against his hair. From there she began sweeping downwards, brushing his hair in long, slow strokes, but as she did so it seemed to follow her hand downwards, somehow growing and stretching until it lay in great flowing brown locks. The growth was accompanyed by a strong tingling sensation, causing Eric to screw his eyes up momentarily against the feeling of it, and when he opened them it was to see her coming at him with her mouth wide open and her tongue hanging out freely.

He tensed up immediately, unable to do anything further against her iron grip, but fortunately his fears were misplaced; she simply brought her face right up against his and almost languidly drew her tongue across his flesh, making sure to touch every part of him from chin to forehead. It felt hot, wet and sticky; the saliva she left behind seeming to seep into his skin and suffuse it with the same tingling sensation that he had felt in his scalp. This time though it was even more intense; he had to bite his lip to keep from letting out a startled moan as the feeling of it washed over him. Beneath it he felt his face... shifting somehow; his features softening and becomining more feminine, his lips plumping out slightly even as he held them nervously in his teeth. The tingling sensation focussed on his nose for a moment as it too changed slightly, the feeling of it make him sneeze, and somehow the sound that emerged from him was much higher than he was used to.

"Wait, wha-" he started, but his own voice seemed strange and alien; it was- it was a female voice, emerging from his own throat.

The doctor looked at him with approval. "A good start" she said, "but I think we'll be needing something a bit... MORE"

Before Eric could consider the implications of that, she was leaning in close to his face once more. This time instead of licking him she simply swept him up into an emphatic kiss, her great mouth locking with his and their lips pressing eagerly together as he slowly came to melt into it. Then, in the midst of that, there was something else; she began blowing into him somehow - he felt her hot breath just reaching inside of him and surging down to his very core. His chest changed first; swelling steadily in time with her long, steady, measured breath; just pressing outward slowly further and further, until with a feeling of ecstatic contentment he was left with two full breasts sitting evenly upon his chest.

That, however, was only the beginning as the doctor kept blowing, and soon Eric felt the entire frame of his body beginning to swell, filling outwards into his own set of voluptuous curves. More than that, Eric felt like he was expanding greatly overall; he felt her be forced to shift her grip on his waist as he grew to become the same size as she was. Another burst of sensation drew his attention; it felt like her breath intensified, and then behind him he felt as though there was something pressing on the base of his spine. With a sudden, dramatic sensation of release he felt his own massive tail pushing through his flesh, ripping the seat of his jeans to shreds with ease.

She stopped, leaning back to regard him again with a sly smirk as Eric shook his head distractedly at the onset of such dramatically unusual sensations. His tail? How did he have a tail? How did, how did all of this? His back stiffened suddenly - there was some sort of cool numbness creeping outwards from the base of his... from his rear, and with it there was the truly bizarre sensation of his skin... hardening in some way he couldn't really comprehend. He looked down and saw a wave of colour spreading from that area, washing over his body and locking it into his own set of bright blue scales. It was, it was- he shook his head, but then as he refocused he saw his own nose begin to press outwards from his face, forming into some large, reptilian snout of his own, and still the same bright blue colour as was rapidly colonizing his lower body.

"I... I..." he tried, his voice still distressingly feminine, but now beginning to take on a powerful rumble as his lungs filled out to match his new size. Seeing his confusion, the doctor reached out to again take him by the back of his head.

"Shhhh. Relax" she said soothingly, stroking her hand through his hair once more in a comforting fashion. As she did his hair changed once more, smoothing out against the rest of his gathering scales, while a large blue fin emerged to replace it, growing until it stretched all the way from his brow to the small of his back, standing out stiffly like an elegant crest. Slowly his look of confusion began to melt away as his eyes themselves changed become bright blue and match the rest of his new body, while his glasses fell away unheeded and small horns of his own pressed out from his forehead. He was still confused, sure, but now, somehow, it all didn't seem so bad anymore. He was in a beautiful woman's arms, after all. This was, this was nice. Interrupting his reverie, the doctor added with a raised eyebrow, "there's just... one more thing."

Eric's eyes shot wide open again in an instint at the feeling of his manhood pushing... upwards. It was like it was inverting, or shrinking, or changing- it was indescribable, but SOMETHING was definitely happening down there - his mouth fell open into an involuntary gasp as he felt his groin reform itself entirely, and then suddenly he was panting, panting as his new slit formed, already wet with arousal at the sensations of his growth. He was... he was, he wasn't...

The doctor took him by the head, looking deep into his eyes and smiling, and suddenly Eric didn't care anymore. She returned her embrace, almost laughing with the joy of it as she let herself sink into these big, red, powerful arms. There was one last shudder of sensation as somehow even her clothes changed, flowing like liquid as they shifted into tight blue latex of her own, giving her nice sexy gloves, leggings and the barest of tops the better to highlight her new assets. And then, with one great, hot exhalation of her own, she was done.


Penny finished up with her errands within half an hour, stepping inside the door and approaching the reception desk. She gave the receptionist a quick once-over, shrugged, and asked "I'm here for Eric Rutherford. Is he done yet?"

The receptionist looked up at her, a change in her eyes and a slight movement beneath her face mask signalling that her face had slipped into an open smile. "Oh" she replied brightly, "you're the one I spoke to on the phone, right?"

Penny nodded at hearing that - the receptionist's voice wasn't one you'd forget.

"Well" she continued before Penny could respond, "you remember how you asked us to turn him into a lesbian bondage dragon? Well-" The receptionist looked to the side, starting to make a movement with her hand, but Penny cut her off.

"What? No, sorry - I asked for you to put him into your lesbian bondage LEGGINGS. Like, like in your catalogue?"

She sifted through her purse and brought out a crumpled piece of paper with a set of dark blue latex fetish-looking leggings circled in red. Just around the corner, Eric stopped abruptly, one foot still raised in anticipation of her grand reveal.

The reciptionist looked down with widening eyes at the catalogue. "Oh" she said simply. "Ah." There was a pause, until finally she added "well, he is certainly wearing them." This was followed by a discrete cough, and then raising her hands to form airquotes as she said simply "'he'".

Penny raised an eyebrow intently. "I wanted you to come up with some medical-sounding reason why he had to wear them, or something. Why, what did you DO?"

The receptionist threw her hands up in response. "Hey" she said defencively, "my ears are on top of my head. Phones are hard for me, alright?"

Sighing, Eric stepped out. Penny turned, taking her in.

There was a very long pause. "Ta-da!" Eric tried.

Penny put her head in her hands. "Oh boy", she said simply. 